SAFE CUSTODY
Olivia Haydn was a household word,    The priest
himself knew her to speak to, and when she made
known her wishes, appeared bereft of his wits, while
Gertrude, Olivia's maid, who was to attend her mistress,
was in such a flutter of excitement that Olivia sent
her away to cool her heels in the church.   It was,
indeed, thanks to the verger, that we were married at
all.   He had been hastily fetched from his cobbler's
shop and at once took charge of the matter, taking
particulars from us and telling us what we must do
and presently robing the priest and tolling the bell.
Though we had given no notice, this point was waived,
and, if there were others, Olivia and he between them
swept them aside.   I wed her at half-past twelve with
my great-uncle's rirg,  wondering very much  what
Hubt'it and Palm would say and feeling very thankful
that I had shaved and changed when I got to the inn.
That these were not all my emotions I have no doubt,
but the others I cannot recall, for I remember the
ceremony just as I remember a dream.   I know it
took place:  I remember its beginning and ending:
but its detail is erased from my mind.     Only one
thing stands out, and that is that when it was over,
I turned and smiled at Olivia, and she smiled back—-
a steady, magical smile, quite different to any that I
had seen on Her face.  The slieer warmth of it thrilled
me; before it the blood seemed to leap and dance in
my veins: the world around me seemed misty, and
I could see nothing but the glorious light in her
eyes.   Her hand was in mine, and I put it up to
my lips ...
We signed the register, and I feed the priest and the
verger with Hubert's notes.   Then my wife and I left
for Hohenems, leaving Gertrude to take train to
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